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Blue- birds lin - ger here a -while, O'er this sa - cred grass- y pile, Sing your 
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sweet - est songs to me. 'Tis the grave of Eu-la-lie. Ro-ses white, A -round her 



i 



t 



3E^: 



3E^^: 



3E^: 



» * 



»~* 



»~^ 



m 



©1851 
Edited by Robert A. Hudson 



Eulalie 



14 



^^ 



' ff 



p i r F p p 



D 



^ 



^ 



# 



:? 



S^ 



tomb Gent-ly wave and sweet-ly bloom, Let your si - lent lan-guage be: "We will 
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bloom for Eu-la - lie." Let your si - lent lan-guage be: "We will bloom for Eu-la- 
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i 



Eulalie 



D7 



29 



29 



i 



^ 



-^ 



^ 



P p ^' I ^- ^ M 



chant - ing at her feet, 
guard her with your wings, 



Mourn -ful mu - sic, sad and sweet. Wake her 

Shield her from un - ho - ly things. Bid her 
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not, she dreams of me 'Neath the yew - tree Eu - la - lie. Eu - la - 

dream love-dreams of me. Till I come, sleep, Eu - la - lie! Blue - birds. 
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could be none but thee, 

sweet - est songs to me. 
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Bride of Death, 
'Tis the grave 
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